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When she had seen" the girl out, she went to the window
and smiled as she watched this comrade of hers go down
the street with quick little steps, fresh as a spring flower
and light as a butterfly.
"Comrade!" murmured the mother when the girl
was out of sight. "You dear little thing! God grant
that you find a true comrade to go with you all your
life!"
There was something childlike in these people from
town that made her smile to herself condescendingly. But
she was touched and happily surprised by their faith,
whose sincerity became more and more evident to her.
Her heart was warmed and caressed by their dreams of
the triumph of justice, but for some reason she sighed sadly
whenever she heard them talk. She was particularly
touched by their utter simplicity, and by a fine, sweeping
indifference to their own welfare.
She already understood much of what they said about
life, she felt that they had discovered the true source of
human sorrow and she accepted most of their tenets. But
in the depths of her heart she did not believe they would
be able to remake life, or rally all the working people
about the fire they had kindled. Everyone was bent on fill-
ing his belly today; nobody wanted to postpone it until
tomorrow.
Few people would consent to tread that long and diffi-
cult path; few eyes would catch the marvellous vision of
the kingdom of human brotherhood to be reached at the
end. For that reason all these good people were like chil-
dren to her, despite their beards and their mature faces, so
often haggard with fatigue.
"You poor dears!" she thought, shaking her head.
But all of them were* living an upright, serious, sensible
life. They spoke of doing good and did not spare them-
selves in their effort to teach others what they already
knew. She realised how one could love such a life in spite
of its danger, and with a sigh she glanced back over the
dark, narrow ribbon of her past. Little by little there grew

